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A thoughtful and courteous acknowledg- 
ment by Her Most Gracious Majesty, Alexan- 
dra, the Queen-Mother, of some verses, written 
at the time of the death of King Edward the 
Seventh, has prompted me to place those 
verses at the beginning of this volume and 
thus furnish a title to this little book. Many 
of the poems, notably those which deal with 
the affections, were written in college; the 
religious poems were mostly written later. No 
attempt has been made at any classification, 
or chronological order. Where possible, dates 
have been supplied. That some of the poems 
in this volume have received commendation 
from sincere critics must be pleaded as the 
excuse for printing them in book form. 

B. W. Rogers Tayleb. 



St. George's Rectory, 
Schenectady, If. Y. 
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ALEXANDRA. 

From far over sea this message for thee: 
Alexandra! 

We share in thy grief, widowed Queen, sad our 

hearts are, and aching, 
For not in dear England alone hearts there are 

sobhing and breaking; 
Not in the Mother-Land only, gather around thee 

in sadness. 
Friends, who have honored and loved thee, when 

Heaven sent pleasures and gladness 
To thee, Alexandra! 



We kneel at the bier of thine Edward, of Edwards 

the best and the bravest. 
Strongest of Britain's kings, to whom in thy fair 

youth thou gavest 
Hand and heart and obedience, yet leading, in 

bonds of affection, 
Him the Great Nations' Peace-Maker, him of 

Gk>d's gracious election 

Thy spouse, Alexandra! 



The snow-lands and palm-lands of earth, the poles 

and the tropicis unite 
To stand by thy side to-day, widowed mother and 

Queen; 
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From where the Canadian North-Land, choired in 

purest of white, 
Hymns to the tremulous tropics, girded in graces 

of green, 

Thy praise, Alexandra! 



The old-horn Princedoms of India, the new-born 
African Star, 

An Australasian Empire, palm-crowned islands 
afar, 

Juttings of rock, flag-meteored, set in the storm- 
held sea. 

Fling through the spaces their message of love 
and devotion to thee. 

Queen Alexandra! 



Here, where a New Empire builded, sons of the 

sturdy stock 
That hewed and shaped a Nation from Charleston 

to Plymouth Rock, 
Till sweeping beyond the prairies they met the 

Pacific's tide,— 
They claim as thy kinsmen the right, the right to 

stand at thy side 

To-day, Alexandra! 



Mingle the meteor-flag with the banner emblaz- 
oned with stars. 

Twine Cross of St. George and St. Andrew with 
its white and crimsoned bars. 

Lay them upon his bier, who strove, with the 
might of a king, 

8 



To keep them in peace enfolded! The nations of 
earth now sing 

His praise, Alexandra! 



God give him rest; the King! Grant him the 

peace that he sought! 
Grant him rewards for the labours which his kingly 

hands have wrought! 
His royal crown is surrendered; bare is his kingly 

brow ; 
England's anointed one rests! We leave him 

tenderly now 

In God's care, Alexandra! 



May 20, 1910. 







THE KING'S PRAYER. 

I" The King and the Queen . . . make their 
humble adoration, and then kneeling at the fald- 
stools set for them . . . u>se some short private 
prayers" — Extract from a rubric in the Corona- 
tion Service of King George the Fifth,] 



A suppliant^ Lord, I kneel before Thy Throne, 
The while Thine ancient fane with plaudits 
rings; 
To Thee I bare my heart, to Thee alone, 
King of Kings! 



Beneath my feet the dust of glorious ones, 

Whose deeds have helped to make our England 
great; 
Around my throne our Empire's noblest sons 
Of high estate. 



Princes and Prelates, rulers mightier still. 

Stand by my side and join in loud acclaim: 
"God save the King! " Make Thou Thy law and 
will 

My kingly aim. 
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Thine be the homage of this matchless race, 

Thine be the Throne to which they humbly bow, 
For Thou alone canst give a people place. 
And none but Thou. 



Nor power nor might I ask. No laurels won 

On distant battle fields or nearer shore. 
But peace! The peace of Thine own Blessed Son, 
Forevermore. 



Anoint me with Thy sacred Spirit, Lord, 

Crown me with grace and wisdom from on high, 
That Thy great Name may be the name adored 
Eternally ! 



June 22, 1911. 
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EVENSONG. 

Fades in the gathering darkness the glow of a 
.j« hallowed day, 

Far in the opal west the daylight is passing 
away. 



Blend the dark shadows together as night covers 

forest and wave, 
Stretch out Thy hand in the darkness, for Thou, 

Lord, art mighty to save. 



Twinkle the gems of Thy glory, the fires of firma- 
ment high, 

The jewels Thy hand hath broidered on the robe 
of the evening sky. 



To-day when the hallowed Sabbath broke through 

the morning mist, 
Gathered Thy faithful children to kneel at the 

Eucharist. 



Thy Presence we foimd in the desert. Thy Glory 

we saw enshrined, 
Thy Heavenly Manna refreshed us. Thy Chalice 

brought peace undefined. 
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And now as the darkness deepens^ and the hells of 

evening peal, 
Again we enter Thy temple, again at Thine Altar 

we kneel. 



Banish we here from Thy presence the promptings 

of sin and of vice, 
Our prayers we set forth as the incense of an 

evening sacrifice. 



Hear the petitions we plead, the songs which we 

heavenward raise. 
Open our lips, O Lord, and our mouth shall show 

forth Thy praise. 



Humbly we kneel and listen to the chanted prayer 

and hymn, 
The mingling of earthly devotions with the song 

of the seraphim. 



Lighten our darkness, Saviour, with Thy beams 

of unfading light. 
Defend us, we humbly beseech Thee, from the 

perils and dangers of night. 



Grant us Thy presence homeward, the peace which 

to those belong 
Who have heeded Thy beckoning blessing, the call 

of Thine evensong. 

Sunday Night, September 10, 1911. 
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AT THE ALTAR OF ST. GEORGE'S 

CHURCH, SCHENECTADY, ON 

EASTER DAY, NINETEEN 

HUNDRED AND EIGHT. 

Altar fair, with lilies rare! 

snowy tapers crowned with light! 
How wondrous seems your beauteous gleams 

Of sacred sign and holy rite! 
Before mine eyes your beauty lies. 

But yet I pierce beyond the mist 
Of tapers bright and lilies white 

To Christ within the Eucharist. 



Before Thee, Lord, enshrined, adored^ 

There hymns the white-robed heavenly throng, 
While we on earth, of humbler birth. 

Unite to sing our humbler song. 
Altar rare! O flowers fair! 

Your lights that lure, your fragrance pure. 
Like Seraphim, sing forth to Him, 

Whose mercies are forever sure. 



And yet it seems amid these gleams 
Of joy which come at Easter-tide, 

I miss thy face, O child of grace,* 
Whose couch of pain I kneeled beside! 



* In loving memory of Helen Palmer, who entered 
into Life Eternal on March i8, 1908. 
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But ah! that pain no more again 

Shall pierce thy heart as with a sword; 

Thine eyes now see the majesty 
And glory of thy risen Lord. 

Easter bells! whose music swells 

O'er verdant vale and heaving hill, 
Chime joyously the song which tells 

That Christ the Lord is living still! 
Sweet Easter bells! o'er fen and fells 

Ye ring the truth that makes us brave, 
That Christ doth win o'er death and sin 

And bursts the bondage of the grave! 
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"IN THE GARDEN OF GOD."* 

In the Garden of God my little one sleeps; 

O Garden where all is love! 
Where banished forever are sorrows and sighs, 
And the beautiful valleys of Paradise 

Are guarded by angels above. 

In the Garden of God my little one rests; 

sweet is that garden rare! 
For the fragrance that blows from the jasmine 

and rose 
No sweeter can be to Him who knows 

My own little babe so fair. 

In the Garden of God my little one lives; 

dear is that loved one to me! 
I caught but a breath of his life e'er death 
For a moment snatched him from One who saith 

That stronger than death is He. 

In the Garden of God my little one loves; 

deep is his love I know! 
For still I can feel his arms entwine, 
And his head that heaves on this breast of mine, 

And his body as pure as snow. 



* In loving memory of John Lawrence Schoolcraft, 
who entered into the Garden of God on the Festival of 
the Epiphany, 1910. 
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O Garden of God let me look within; 

O gates that are opened wide! 
And see 'mid the white-robed angel throng 
My darling who loved me the whole day long. 

And nestled so close to my side. 

Garden of God where all is life, 

O Garden of love and peace. 
Guard tenderly him in thy gates so fair. 
Who beckons and waits that together we share 

In a Heaven that never shall cease. 



17 



IN MEMORIAM. 



Susan C. Darrow. 



Sweet Saint of God! He knew thee best, 

Whose arms, stretched out in loving strength 
Have drawn thee to Himself, at length. 

Where saints in glory are at rest. 



He marked the soul whose trust in Him 
Was holy joy and peace and grace. 
Which looked the Saviour in the face 

With faith as pure as seraphim. 

Rest thou in Him ! For we who here 
Are bravely struggling in the night, 
Hope soon to see that glory bright 

In which thy soul now finds its share. 



January 21, 1908 



18 



ON THE DEATH OF TENNYSON. 

I lay upon thy tomb this simple wreath, 

Twined by the unskilled fingers of a child; 

Which, culled from scentless flowers of the wild, 
Breathes forth no fragrant aromatic breath. 
My humble offering 'tis to one whose death 
Was that on which th' Eternal Father smiled 

With welcome to heart pure and undefiled. 
With trembling hands I place it here, beneath 
The tributes won from this world's noblemen. 

For thou hast made a child's rebellious heart 
To quiver 'neath thy harp's melodious strings, 
And opened ndoors of faith to me again. 

Which, closed beneath the weight of sorrow's 
smart, 
Shut from my soul its glimpse of heavenly things. 
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MARY MAGDALENE. 

" The first day of the week cometh Mary Mag- 
dalene early, when it woe yet dark, to the sepul- 
chre," — St. John XX: 1. 

Mary Magdalene: 

Master^ the darkness is passing. Far on the 

eastern hills 
The fringes of silvery light are growing brighter 

and broader. 
The grasses^ untrodden, are spangled with gems 

of the glistening dew; 
The breath of the morn is stirring the branches 

of cypress and olive. 
But still it is dark by Thy grave, and the rock- 
hewn vault of the tomb 
Looms like the shadow of Death in the cold 

grey mist of the dawn. 
And Thou liest dead within! Thy frail body 

wounded and bruised, 
Scourged by the cruel thong and rent by the 

piercing spear. 
Lies still and cold in the tomb which Joseph of 

Arimathea 
Gave to receive that body, encased in its funeral 

cerements. 
And sprinkled with spices and rue. Oh, blest 

are these feeble hands, 
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Which; bathing the gaping wounds and wiping 

the blood from Thy brow, 
Once more caressed Thee in love and covered 

Thy feet with my tresses. 
Blest are these eyes, whose tears, again flowing 

forth as a fountain, 
Fell in scalding drops on Thy visage so pallid 

and marred. 
What though the day brings its dawn? The 

shadows that lie on my soul 
Are heavy with night's bitter darkness, too dark 

for the dawn to dispel. 
Let me kneel at the door of Thy Tomb! Within 

it my Master and Lord 
Lies cold and still in His death. And I am 

alone ! Alone ! 

A distant chorus: 

Weep not, Mary of Magdala, 

He is not dead. He is risen. 
Sorrow not penitent sinner. 

The Saviour has burst from His prison. 
Death could not compass its Master, 

Death was not victor to-day. 
View now the violate tomb; 

Come, see where the dear Lord lay! 

Mary: 

Methinks that far distant voices bid me ap- 
proach to the tomb! 

What! Empty! The dark tomb empty, the 
stone rolled away from the door! 
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Alas! they have stolen my Master. They have 

borne Him away from hence. 
They have thrown His sacred body into the pit 

of Tophet! 
The curses of God be upon them! May the 

lightning-blast from Heaven 
Shrivel the accursed spoilers and scatter their 

souls in Gehenna. 
Ah! God forgive my impatience, did I not hear 

from the cross, 
" Father, forgive their offenses, for they know 

not what they do"? 
See, there is the gardener standing in the shade 

of the shimmering olive, 
Perhaps he can tell me! Sir! where is the 

blessed Christ 
Whose body we lay in the tomb the day after 

the Paschal Feast? 
There are the empty tomb, and the linen gar- 
ments lying 
Just where the dear Lord lay; the head cloth 

still unfolded! 
If thou have borne Him hence tell me where 

thou hast laid Him. 



JeatLs: 

Woman, what sorrow . hath brought thee 

anguish ? 
Whom dost thou seek in the garden? 

Mary : 

Sir! I seek my Master the Christ; Him who 
gave peace to my soul. 
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When my soul was reddened with sin and my 

life was crimson with guilt. 
Him whom they nailed to the cross, Jesus my 

Saviour and Lord, 
Called the Nazarene Prophet, but known to all 

His disciples 
As Jesus, the God-Man Incarnate, Son of the 

Living God. 
Alas! our hopes were gone when we saw Him 

die on the cross. 
But yet we remember His promise that soon He 

would rise from the dead. 
If thou have borne Him hence, tell me where 

thou hast laid Him! 



Jesus: 
Mary! 

Ma/ry: 

Rabboni! Rabboni! My Master! Can it indeed 
be Thou? 

Kisen again from the dead; Victor o'er death 
and the grave? 

Let me kneel at Thy feet as of yore, and kiss 
the wounds in Thy hands. 
. Let me speed with all haste to the city and find- 
ing Peter and John 

Tell them the Lord has risen! Oh blessed be 
God the Father, 

Who, raising His Son from the dead, and mak- 
ing Him Prince of Life, 

Hath robbed the grave of its terror and taken 
from death the sting. 
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Vanquished at last through the victory won by 

Jesus the Christ, 
Where is thy terror, death? Where, grave, is 

thy victory? 



A distant chorus: 

Fling forth from Heaven the tidings 

Sung by the angels on high, 
Jesus hath overcome Death, 

And nevermore man shall die. 
Deck your fair altars with lilies. 

Kindle its tapers with light, 
Bring from the field and the forest 

Their blossoms and garlands of white. 
Let us joy in the coming of Easter, 

For when there ariseth its sim, 
The world shall be singing of Jesus, 

And the victory which He hath won. 



Easter-even, 1908. 
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A DREAM OF CHRISTMAS-EVE. 

Within^ he sat hj his lonely fire, 
Without^ the storm rose fiercer and higher. 



The Yule-log blazed, and its ruddy glow 
Wove phantom shadows of long ago 



On the faded walls and the simple floor. 
And the faces that lived in days of yore. 



On yonder wall hung the picture of one 
Who had welcomed him home when the day was 
done. 



When the brain that battled on 'Change and street. 
Sought for its rest in her heart's retreat. 



The days long past when the living flame 
Leaped from her eyes as he called her name. 



But her painted picture on yonder wall 
Stares in its silence; and that is all. 
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Over his bed was a group of three, 
John and Edith and Marjorie. 



Ruddy young faces that met the glow 

Which the Yule-log flung from the hearth below. 



To the mother one day God's message came, 
And she spoke no more when they called her name. 



Next, Death laid his grateful hands upon 
The wasting figure of motherless John, 



Ere angels came with smiles to entice 
His little sisters to Paradise. 



Now Poverty rose and swept away 
The fortune he builded day by day. 



'Till fortime and wife and children were gone. 
— And the Yule-log crackled merrily on. 



But its shadows wrought and its shadows wove 
The ghosts and forms of undying love. 



And once again, as in days of yore, 

The loved ones came from the other shore. 
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Came and gathered around his knee, 
John and Edith and Marjorie, 



And their mother, fair as when a bride 
She stood at the altar close to his side. 



Their merry glee and their joyous shout 
Drowned the noise of the storm without. 



For he dreamed he had dreamed his children were 

dead. 
And his wife. And here they were home instead! 



And his outer dream had melted away - 
In the inner dream of a Christmas-Day. 



For there stood the beautiful Christmas tree, 
For John and Edith and Marjorie. 



And they laughed when he told of his curious 

dream, 
How vivid and true it all did seem. 



But 'twas only a dream in the inner shell 
Of a dream which casts its witching spell. 
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When the true is false and the false is true. 
And the rose of the dream has turned to rue. 



He awoke and found they had vanished all. 
Children and wife and home and hall. 



And the Christmas tree had faded in air, 

And the laughter which wakened its echoes there. 

For there was her picture that hung on the wall, 
Staring in silence; and that was all. 

And over his bed the silent three, 
John and Edith and Marjorie. 



But he dreamed once more, and when he awoke, 
No mortal heard the word that he spoke. 



For when they found him on Christmas morn, 
As the bells were chiming of Christ, new-born, 



The Yule-log's ashes were cold and dead, 
And his burdened spirit afar had fled. 



Away to the realms of the angel-throng, 
Who gladden the world with Christmas song. 
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Away to his wife and his children three, 
John and Edith and Marjorie. 



For the dream of his dream was the heart of the 

love 
Which the Christ-child brought from the home 

above. 



Christmas Eve, 1908. 
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THE JUBILEE HYMN. 



Written for " the School at Jubilee," a College 
founded in Ohio in 1835, by Bishop Philander 
Chase. This hymn is dedicated to Mr. Clarence 
MaXlory Abbott, Principal of the School. 



When in the savage wilderness 

Our fathers cleaved their onward way, 
And faced each new and strange distress 

Which in the tangled forest lay, 
A glorious vision beckoned on, 

A gem for earth they seemed to see. 
They reached the goal they reckoned on. 

And founded brave old Jubilee! 



Where e'er we roam or wander far, 

Through tropic swamp or frozen sea, 
For us an ever shining star 

Shall bring us back some day to thee. 
Some day our wandering feet shall trace 

The homeward path for you and me. 
Until we reach the sacred place 

Where ring the bells of Jubilee! 
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In sacred song and Encharist, 

To Thee, our praise we offer, Lord, 
With pledge of noble, holy life. 

Inspired by Thy Holy Word. 
Unto Thy great and glorious Name 

May we, Thy children, loyal be, 
And lift our voice in glad acclaim 

As faithful sons of Jubilee! 

Amen, 
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YESTERDAY AND TO-DAY AND FOR- 
EVER. 

Yesterday. 

I look upon the yesterday of life, 

And find, dear Christ, Thou wert my hope and 
stay. 
But ah! the morrow! Who may know the strife 

And toil and pain which may surround my way? 
Once more, dear Lord, to Thee I humbly pray. 
To keep Thy child as Thou didst yesterday. 



To-day. 

'Twas yesterday I prayed. And now, to-day. 
It seems so hard for me to find the way! 

But still I feel Thy hand. Lord, let mine stay 
Securely held in Thine. Then I shall say 

Thou art the same to-day as yesterday. 



FOBEVEB. 

Forever, Lord? Not only yesterday, 
But this day, and forever, I am Thine? 
0! blest assurance that my Lord and King, 
Who dwells where angels and archangels sing, 
Shall bear me to the skies on rapturous wing; 
Speak, speak to me once more the gracious word: 
Yesterday, To-day, Forever, Lord! 
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VESPER HYMN. 

Father, seal the word here spoken 
With Thy Spirit, for a token 
That a blessing from Thy Heaven 
Unto us this day is given. 



Saviour Christ, be with us here. 
Bending before Thy throne in prayer; 
E'er the sweet sound of praise is done. 
Draw nigh to us, Holy Son. 



Most blessed Spirit, let Thy grace 
Descend upon us in this place; 
Within this temple as we kneel 
The glories of Thy love reveal. 



Holy Trinity of love, 
Whose blessings shower from above. 
Whose songs of praise shall never cease. 
Grant us Thy rest, repose and peace. 

Amen, 
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MISSIONARY HYMN. 

[Written hy request for the Woman's National 
Missionary Jubilee and dedicated to V. H,'\ 

I. 

Great Jehovah, King of Glory, 

Lord of multitudes unknown, 
Let redemption's song and story 

Draw the nations to Thy Throne; 
Fill the earth with peace and blessing. 

Knowledge of Thy power and love, 
Till the world. Thy Christ confessing. 

Homeward turn and Heavenward move. 



n. 

Where the peaks of glistening moimtain 

Flash the mom to vales below, 
Where the forest, field and fountain 

Mingle in the sunset glow, 
'Neath the nights of starry splendor, 

lyiid the days of tropic light. 
Bid the nations rise and render 

Praise and homage to Thy might. 

m. 

Bare Thine arm, Jehovah, bare it. 
Gird Thy sword upon Thy thigh, 
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Speak until the nations hear it, 
Man's redemption draweth nigh. 

See the Son of God, All-glorious, 

Shields them with His Word of flame, 

Comes to them with hosts victorious. 
Calling on His Holy Name. 

IV. 

Rise, ye women, 'tis the Master 

Bids you rise from couch of ease. 
Speed His message, speed it faster, 

Over heathen lands and seas. 
Let the King's all-glorious daughter. 

Robed in raiment wrought in gold. 
Tell how Christ had died and brought her 

Safe and saved within His fold. 



V. 

Great Jehovah! God of Glory, 

Lo, the isles await Thy grace. 
Nations, newly-born, are waiting 

For the shining of Thy face; 
Let the song of every nation. 

Song of Songs which men shall raise. 
Be of Christ the world's Salvation, 

Christ whom all the world shall praise ! 



— Ai?i0fi. 



This hymn may be sung to the tune " Austria." 
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AWAKE I 

[Dedicated to the Laymen's Missionary Movement] 

Awake now, who can, to the task of a man, 

'Tis the task of a man that is beckoning thee. 
For the whitening field its harvest must yield 

To the man who labors most mightily. 
For the call of the Lord in His glorious Word, 

As it circles the earth from mountain to sea. 
Is a voice that hath stirred the soul which hath 
heard: 

Go labor to-day in My vineyard for Me. 



Awake t 'tis the call through castle and hall. 

Who scorns it must perish — ^the Lord hath so 
spoken. 
Ye daughters of ease, who in dalliance please, 

Beware of the law of the Lord ye have broken. 
Ye makers of spoil through the sickening toil 

Of the manacled brothers of Jesus the Lord; 
Your treasures of earth will be turned to a dearth, 

When He bares His right arm and His glisten- 
ing sword. 



Awake! for the smiles of the far distant isles, 
The laughter of forest, the joy of the glen, 
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The field and the mountain, the yield of the 
fountain. 

Awaken their echoes again and again. 
The isles are awaiting the Spirit's full sating, 

That Spirit is calling to you and to me: 
Go labor to-day, go work while ye may. 

Till the knowledge of God spreads over the sea. 



Awake! and awake! for the day must soon break. 

The finger of dawn now appears in the east; 
With one glad accord let us welcome the Lord, 

Who comes as the Saviour of greatest and least. 
And the nations that come at the beat of His 
drum, 
From the darkness of sin to the light of His 
throne. 
Are the souls we have won by the work we have 
done 
In the vineyard of Him Who hath called us His 
own. 
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HYMN FOR HOLY WEEK. 

Dark shadows rest on Calvary's hillf 

My steps would thither press. 
For there my Saviour drinks his fill 
Of bitterness. 



Within the garden of His griei 
The gathering clouds I see. 
Yet in thy shade I find relief, 
Gethsemane ! 



The crown of thorns has pierced His brow, 

Who prays in agony: 
" My God, my God, O why hast Thou 
Forsaken me?" 



Love that bore my sin and shame 
In deep humility; 

1 call Lord: By Thy dear Name 

Remember me! 



Mystery of Love profound. 
Thou gaVst Thyself for me. 
For me Thy Blood fell to the ground 
On Calvary! 
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Thy Cross becomes my greatest need, 

Thy Blood which flowed for me; 
By Cross and Blood, dear Lord, I plead 
My Litany! 

Atnen, 



Passion Week, 1911. 



IThis hymn may he sung to the first tune of 
Hymn 25, Hutohins^ HymnaUJ 
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A THANKSGIVING HYMN. 



To-day, Lord, a grateful race. 
We sing our sacred lays, 

In stately fane or humbler place 
We hymn to Thee our praise. 



For all the joy the forest yields 
Ablaze with scarlet stain. 

For wealth of soil, for fruitful fields. 
For stores of golden grain. 



For peace and calm on land or sea, 

For blessings ever sure. 
We know, O Lord, they come from Thee 

Whose mercies still endure. 



With grateful heart and thankful voice 

Thy constant care we pray. 
Before Thy Throne we now rejoice 

On our Thanksgiving Day. 
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But ah! dear Lord, the heart still seeks 

A lowlier love than Thine, 
The human heart still vigil keeps 

Before a humbler shrine. 



For far away, where waters blue 

Lave a far distant shore, 
In scenes which once my footsteps knew 

And trod in days of yore. 



Where wintry winds nor chill the vine 
On which fair blossoms grow, 

Where peaceful browse the fattening kine 
In sunset's after-glow. 



Where purpling blooms spring from the sand 

Fit for my lady's breast. 
Lives there within that God-blest land — 

Thou knowest. Lord, the rest! 



This day my heart would grateful be. 
No cloud its peace should blur. 

If she, to-day, were here with me. 
Or I were there with her. 



If this, dear Lord, had been Thy will. 
To do this didst Thou deign, 

My cup of joy would quickly fill 
Its brimming depths again. 
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But ah! dear Lord, Thou knoweat best, 
Thou see'st the future's need, 

And at the word of Thy behest, 
We, weaker mortals, heed. 



And though Thine own Almighty hand 

Still keeps us far apart, 
Before Thy face we humbly stand. 

And bare to Thee our heart. 



Whate'er Thy will, O grant that we 
May hearken and may do 

Whatever thing the best may be. 
The noblest and the true. 



Only, dear Lord, I humbly pray, 
With fervent heart expressed, 

That when returns Thanksgiving Day 
Thou knowest. Lord, the rest! 



1885. 
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SAN FRANCISCO. 
[Written at the time of the Qreat Ea/rthqwike.^ 



Stricken she lies at her western gate, 
Bleeding and bruised and desolate. 



Queen of the beckoning west, now charred 
To a blackened heap and a smouldering shard. 



Where the waves of the peaceful Pacific heave, 
Smiling she stood but yester-eve. 



Welding together, in golden clasp, 
East and West in a friendly grasp. 



Studding the sheen of the shimmering seas 
With flitting and white-winged argosies. 



Standing, where ocean her fair feet sprent, 
Gazed sh^|^far to the Orient. 

little she dreamed of the doom that fell, 
Of the sickening shock and the reeking hell! 
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stunned and bruised and the sport of Fate, 
widowed Queen of the Golden Gate! 



n. 

Speed, speed, East in helpful quest 

Of thy stricken sister that bows in the west. \ 



O North! South! aloud she calls 
From fiery flames and funeral palls. 

Draining her chalice of rue and myrrh ; 

Speed, speed to her side and comfort her! } 

Give of the wealth of your plenished stores 

To the smitten who stand at your western doors. 
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Far fling the cry from every home, 
" stricken sister, we come, we come ! 



ni. 

standing again at thine ocean's marge, 
I see through the mists a city large 



And stately and fair in the sun's bright sheen ! 

Thou risest again, Western Queen! i 



For thy dauntless daring and sim-lit skies 
Have brought thee ten thousand i^^rgosies. 
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Bich laden with spoil of the mystic East 

Thou spread'st thy board for the nation's feast. 



And she who yester was desolate. 

And scarred and stunned at her Crolden Gate, 



Now towers her pinnacles, spires and halls 
And builds up again her imperial walls. 



Fairer than ever thou sittest, O Queen, 
With broidered garment, brave and serene! 



For Sea and Sierra, and valleys between 
Empurpled with grape, and meadow green. 



Pour into thy lap their bounteous store. 
And crown thy brow as they did of yore! 



On the arm of thy God let thy future lean; 
Arise in thy might from thy dust, Queen! 



April 20, 1906. 
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BESSARABIA. 

Cossack or Tartar or Slav, 
Call it by whatever name. 

It still is the beast that loves to feast 
And fatten on deeds of shame. 



Hear, ye nations, the shriek. 

The cry and the bitter wail 
Of the ancient race that looked in God's face. 

Now scattered through mountain and dale. 



The blood of the martyred slain 
That reddens the Russian sod, 

And the bitter cup of women ripped up 
Cry out for the vengeance of God! 



The idle babble of peace. 

Of brotherhood, God and law. 

Is a crafty blind for the victim hind 
To melt in the Muscovite maw. 



Over the silent steppes. 

Over the Asian plain, 
Murder and lust and the sword's red rust 

Mark its footprints again and again. 
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Grod of the nations hearken. 

Visit this merciless horde, 
Avenge from Thy place Thy chosen race 

With fire and flaming sword! 



The hlood of the babe not born. 
The blood of its mother and sire. 

Beseeches the Throne to avenge, to atone. 
To fling down the wrath of Crod's fire. 



Let Briton and Teuton and Celt, 
And this sturdier son of the West, 

Avenge the wrongs of the martyred throngs 
At Thine Almighty behest. 



Bare, Lord, Thine Almighty arm. 
Protect from this hell-born flame 

The remnant of those who resist, who oppose. 
And help in the strength of Thy Name! 



May 23, 1903. 
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A PRAYER: FOR ONE SUDDENLY 
STRICKEN WITH BLINDNESS. 

Give me the grace of inward sight, dear Lord, 
That I may clearly see Thy chastening hand, 

And through this curtained night may hear Thy 
word. 
And love-enfolded in Thy presence stand. 

* 

Amid the shifting scenes of earth I grope. 
Too blind to see its beauties and its light, 

But still no darkness can destroy that hope 
Of glorious vision in yon Heaven bright. 

Ah, Lord! how can I murmur or complain 
Because earth screens her glories from my view; 

Because my sightless orbs no more again 
Shall catch the diamond-sparkle of the dew? 

Gladly I bear the cross; it is Thy will; 

Use me, dear Lord, to Thee as seemeth best; 
Oh give me grace Thy purpose to fulfill, 

And lean with loving trust upon Thy breast. 

What though earth's visions be to me denied. 
Though sightless eyes stare darkly into space, 

^Mid Heaven's glories they shall open wide. 
And I shall see my Saviour face to face! 

Aug. 10, 1004. 
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THANKSGIVING DAY — 1908. 

The golden grain that graced the fields 

When Autumn winds were blowing, 
The harvest rich which Nature yields 

As man's reward for sowing, 
The scarlet flush of Nature's blush 

Which sent her nerves a-thrilling, 
Have passed and fled, for Autumn's dead, 

Her bounteous love fulfilling. 



The frost and rime of winter time, 

The crisp and sparkling weather, 
With joyous glee hold revelry 

In merry mood together; 
The harvest fruits are gathered in 

Mid song and joy and laughter, 
And stored in barn and bursting bin 

From floor to farthest rafter. 



The home abounds with gladsome sounds 

Which tell the joy of living; 
Our children raise their hymns of praise 

And glorious Thanksgiving; 
Around the fires our aged sires 

Once more repeat the story. 
How God had sent this continent 

The Stars and Stripes of Glory! 
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Within Thy Temple, Lord, we stand, 

Our grateful hymns upraising, 
For Thou hast brought our native land 

Abundance most amazing; 
make us ever grateful be, 

And help in our endeavour. 
To yield ourselves, dear Lord, to Thee, 

Forever and forever! 
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IN MEMORIAM. 

Hushed is the voice that once whispered in tones 

sweet and low, 
Pale are the cheeks that once bloomed with lif^s 

health-giving glow. 
Dimmed are the eyes that once looked on hopei's 

wide-spreading field, 
The dying lies dead. . . . Earth to earth, dust 

to dust, we must yield. 

She sleeps the sweet sleep of peace. The Chris- 
tian's calm^ peaceful rest 

Awaits her, who sorrowing bore, clasping weari- 
some, close to her breast, 

Life's cross with its earth-burdened sorrows, with 
meekness, and patience, and love. 

Till released by the message of mercy, that swift 
sped from Heaven above. 

Let lightly your footsteps fall, lightly, her sleep 
is the sweet solemn sleep, 

That knows of no earthly awaking, a slumber most 
holy and deep. 

Cold lies she in death, yet from death by the 
Master's atoning grace won. 

When death's dreaded portals unlock, and the life 
everlasting begun. 

Smooth back from her forehead the tresses, the 
tresses that kiss from her face 
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FRED BURNABY. 

"Dead? What! Burnaby dead?" The agonized 
cry 
Ran over all England. And o'er the wide ocean 
The sad tidings flashed, that 'mid battle's com- 
motion, 
And clashing of steel, 'neath Egypt's dark sky, 
He had yielded with brave and true soldier's de- 
votion 
His life for his country 1 



"What! Burnaby dead?" 

" The pride of the clubs?" " Our jovial Fred?" 

"The hero of Khiva?" With tremulous breath 

Men told to each other how Fred met his death. 
Not at home, with the sweet smile of wife or of 

mother 
To soothe the last hours of life, but another 

Face, glaring at his, black with passion; 
And while scores of wild Arabs around him were 

yelling, 
His broadsword was doing its duty, and felling 

Foe after foe, in battle's fierce fashion. 



Yes! Burnaby's dead! "And how did he die?" 
"Died with his hand on the throat of the foe! " 
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No craven heart his, no fear in his eye! 

And they found him on top of a heap; while 

below 
Him twenty more still might have joined them, 

for he 
Was just getting used to it, scorning to see 
Those crouching behind him! A blow, and a reel, 
A stab in the neck and 'twas all up with Fred; 
He fell on the heap his own hand had made, — 

dead! 



And these words to England his comrades wrote: 
" He died with his grip on the enemy's throat ! " 



Oh England! What boots it these victories to 
thee. 
When the blood of thy noblest sons stains the 

sand 
Of the battle field? And all over the land 
Mothers weep for their sons, whom they no more 
shall see? 



When Time's muffled roll-call shall summon the 
dead, 
Who in life made grim war their adopted pro- 
fession, 
As you scan these old worthies march by in pro- 
cession, 
In the front rank of all, if you look, you'll see 
Fred! 
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ST. GILES-ON-THE-GREEN. 

Do you know of St. Gilea-on-the-Green, 
Which the moon fills with bright silver sheen. 

Where the clock from the towers 

Chimes gladly the hours. 
For matins or vespers at e'en? 



Do you know of its turreted towers, 
That peep from their green shaded bowers. 

And the ivy that climbs 

To the belfry, that chimes 
The come and the go of the hours? 



Did you never once feel the desire, 
To kneel in the transept or choir. 

Or sit still and gaze 

At the sun's dying rays 
That gild the gray cross on its spire? 



We will go when the bright silver sheen 
Of the moonbeams shines softly at e'en, 

Through the gloom we will steal, 

At the Altar we'll kneel. 
And we'll pray at St. Giles-on-the-Green. 
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" DADDY IS BACK TO WORK." 

Christmas will soon be here, Jim, and things is a 

running low, 
With the strike still on and nothing ahead. Will 

it be always so? 
Just as things was a-coming our way, pleasant 

and easy like. 
You had to throw down your tools and quit; 

ordered to go on strike. 



I ain't complainin' a bit, Jim, maybe you know 

what's best. 
Maybe you sort o' felt a call to stand right in 

with the rest; 
But it's going to be mighty hard, Jim, just at this 

time of year. 
When coal is high and there's things to buy for 

the little kids over there. 



I've nearly worked my fingers raw and my back 

is well nigh broke, 
And I know how true the saying is that striking 

ain't no joke, 
I can work all day and most of the night, but it 

makes my heart most bleed. 
To see the children suffer, Jim, for food which the 

little ones need* 
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I got some things from the grocer, but he smiled 

unpleasant like, 
When he says, says he, " How long do you think 

your husband will be on strike?" 
I felt like flinging the goods in his face, but I 

thought of the children and you, 
For I had to get you something to eat, for you 

and the children, too. 



There ain't much coal to burn, Jim, and when the 

last is gone, 
Do you think the strike will still hold out, that 

the strike will still be on? 
And Christmas a-coming very soon, and Mary, 

she says to me, 
** If daddy stays on strike, mother, won't we have 

no Christmas tree?" 



And I had promised little Joe a nice new pair of 
skates, 

And Jennie a little doll's house, with bright red- 
painted gates; 

There's poor little Ben, he feels the worst, for his 
clothes are almost gone. 

But yet how brave he tries to be. Oh, he is the 
bravest one I 



What's that you tell me? Called it oflf? Oh, Jim, 

that's dandy news! 
Here, Benny, father is back to work, you can have 

your clothes and shoes! 
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The strike is off 1 Here Jennie, dear, yours for the 

house with gates; 
And, Joe, when Christmas comes around, yours are 

the shining skates. 



And daddy will buy a Christmas tree, and trim it 

with tinsel and gold, 
For the strike is off, and we need not fear the 

blast of the winter's cold; 
Thank God, thank God, that the strike is off, that 

my Jim is at work again, 
Praise God from Whom all blessings flow. Amen, 

Amen, Amen. 



That night the little ones scampered to bed, and 

visions of Christmas came 
To bless the slumbering childhood that trusts in 

the Holy Name; 
The father who loved his children his duty would 

no more shirk, 
For he heard Ben breathe in his slumbers: "Daddy 

is back to work," 
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A CHRISTMAS CAROL. 

Gather we 'round the Christmas-tree, 

Sing hey, sing ho, for the Christmas-tree! 
For its boughs are full, as we all may see. 
With beautiful gifts for you and me. 
Sing ho for the Christmas-tree! 
A gun for Jack and a doll for Prue, 
A knife for Ned and a sled for Sue, 
And sweets for all of us, me and you. 
And something for father and mother, too. 
the joys which come from a Christmas true! 
Sing hey, for the Christmas-tree! 

Gather we 'roimd the Christmas fire. 

Sing hey, sing ho, for the Christmas flre! 
While it throws its glow on each winsome face. 
And crackles and flames in the chimney-place. 

Sing ho for the Christmas fire! 
Listen we now to the Christmas tales. 
Of gliding ghosts and horrible wails; 
While blinding snow and furious gales 
Whip at the windows till each face pales. 
And the stoutest heart among us quails. 
Sing hey, for the Christmas fire! 

Gather we 'round the Christmas home. 

Sing hey, sing ho, for the Christmas home! 
Where love is king and the blushes grow, 
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Under the holly and mistletoe, 

Sing ho for the Christmas home! 
For merry the laughter and glee to-night, 
And happy the lover, who, under the light. 
Looks in his lady's eyes so bright. 
O glad are the hearts, and merry the sight. 
When jollity reaches its topmost height, 
Sing hey, for the Christmas home! 



Gather we 'roimd the Altar of God, 

O sing, O kneel at the Altar of God! 
For here we keep the Christmas tryst 
With Christ at the Holy Eucharist, 

O sing at the Altar of God! 
For decked is His Temple with garlands rare. 
And rich is His Altar with lilies fair; 
O come in the Christ-Child's Name and share 
In His Love with which no love can compare. 
For the Christmas is poor if the Christ be not 
there, 
O kneel at the Altar of God! 
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SANCTUARY. 



I. 



Sanctuary, Lord! Sanctuary! My soul seeks 

sanctuary ! 
Let but these sacred portals close behind me, 
Barred and kept fast by strong archangel, 
Whose guardianship none dares to violate! 
Sanctuary, Lord! 

Legions accursed prowl and prowl around me; 
Hell's messengers, undaunted, follow close 
With hissing breath to warp my shrivelling soul. 
I dare not face them, Lord, again! I plead 
For sanctuary! sanctuary! Once more 
Unsheathe Thy flaming sword twixt them and me. 
The power of battle flies my faltering hand! 
The strength to will, to do, to vanquish. 
Slips from my nerveless grasp. 
Before Thine Altar, Lord, my soul seeks sanctuary I 
Sanctuary, Lord! Sanctuary! 



n. 

Sanctuary, Lord ! The tinsel trappings of the world 
Enmesh me! Its glittering lights confuse and 
Dazzle me! My soul is seared with the hot breath 
Of pomp and pleasure. The sensuous strains 
Of lute and tabor, pipe and string'd viol 
Lull me to treacherous sleep; a drowse 
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Whose dreams are death, whose wakening 
Is hell! Sanctuary! Lord, Sanctuary! 
The world's outpoured incense stifles me 
While I fain would breathe the pure air 
Of holiness within these ivoried walls 
Of Thine abode. Open! open, Lord, 
The portals of Thine House that I may rest 
Within its sanctuary! 
Sanctuary, Lord! Sanctuary! 



III. 

Peace, peace, my soul! Thou hast found sanctu- 
ary! 
Here the dear Lord imveils His radiant face 
As thou dost bow before Him in the Eucharist. 
The wanton world's abandoned laughter dies 
As the deep-voiced organ peals the Trisagion, 
While chant and psalm swell the archangel's 

chorus. 
Here bow thyself, O soul! in God's own sanctuary. 
See yonder priest, white-robed, at God's own Altar 
Stand with hand uplift in holy benediction! 
Nor Death nor Hell can wrest thee from this peace 
Which passeth understanding. O! my soul. 
Thou hast found sanctuary! sanctuary! 



In St. George's Church, December 30, 1906. 
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MARION. 

Fair Marion, 'tis just indeed my luck 

That I am not historic Friar Tuck, 

Nor you Maid Marian! Yet all the same 

Let's play that you are she, and Tuck my name! 

And then, like followers of Robin Hood, 

Through the fair fields and distant-lying wood. 

We'll wander, hand in hand, just doing good! 

Should we despoil the rich man's bounteous store. 

We'll give, and give it all, to Gk)d's own poor. 

• « « • 

Ah! I am dreaming of the long ago. 
When knights and warriors lived, when maiden 
fair, 
Such as the present times can scarcely show. 
Challenged the bravest thing that man may 
dare. 
Yet, when I see you smile, and your kind eyes 
Reveal your soul, could it be otherwise? 



To Marion Gallanan. 
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TO A SICK CHILD .♦ 

Messenger! take these roses in 
To dainty Lady Carolyn. 



Beautiful roses they are, you see, 
Pink and white — and so is she! 



Be wary, messenger, lest perchance, 
She holds you with her witching glance; 

For she hath winsome eyes I wist. 
And lips uplifted to be kissed! 

And though her years are scarcely ten, 
She hath the hearts of many men. 

So, if beneath her witching spell 
You linger long, I fain must tell 

' How other messengers, like thee, 
Rose-laden, tripping blythe and free. 
Have lost their way in Arcady! 

To Carolyn Callanan, Ellis Hospital, 
November 10, 1909. 
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THEY SAY! 






They say that love will sometimes die! 

Can you, sweetheart, believe such slander? 

Can you believe that should we wander 
Far, far apart, both you and I, ^ 

Our love would die? 



They say that love will pass away! 
'Tis plain, such people never knew 
The love, sweetheart, I bear for you. 

The love that cleaves its happy way 
To endless day. 



They say that love will not abide! 

Not so; could they but see my heart, 
Pierced through and through by Cupid's 
dart; 

If, for one moment, they espied 
Me at your side. 



Let silly, heartless fools declare 

That love is but a transient thing 
Which hurries past on fleeting wing; 

I'll heed them not while sitting here 
With Phyllis fair! 
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TOGETHER. 

Together, dear, I know not how, 

I only dreamed we were together; 
We neither waded in the brook, 

Nor wandered 'mid the purple heather ; 
No moonbeams glanced along our path. 

We held no hands, we gave no sigh, 
We simply lived! It was enough I 

We were together — you and I. 



Somehow, it seemed that life's romance 

Had settled down to solid fact; 
There was a lack of strain and stress, 

Of honeyed words, and lover's tact. 
The look you gave, the word you spoke. 

Were sweet and low — they always are — 
I looked at you; you looked at me; 

We smiled; and then our thoughts fiew far. 



I did not love you less, dear heart. 

Because at last we came together; 
Because of me you formed the part 

That helped and braced in stormy weather. 
Nor did your heart give one less beat 

When day was done and home I came; 
Not so! You opened wide the door, 

Tou kissed my lips and called my name. 
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AN ANGEL! 

A birthday wish, my little friend, 
To you, though far away; 

A word of greeting let me send 
Upon St. Michael's Day. 



For if with angels speeding swift, 
St. Michael goes a-fleeting, 

Perhaps across your path he'll drift, 
And take my birthday greeting. 



Into the good St. Michael's care. 
Your patron saint, fair Phyllis, 

I'll give this missive to you dear, 
For he knows what my will is. 



And if with him the angels go, 
Lest elsewhere he might leave it, 

They will direct the saint and show 
The angel to receive it. 



Ot Angel hosts that cleave the blue 
This crisp September weather; 

Tou'U find in her an angel true 
As all your hosts together. 
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'Twaa on a bright St. Michael's Day 

(Six years ago I scan it,) 
The good saint chanced along this way 

And left you on this planet. 



And every year, just to the day. 
When summer's growing colder, 

St. Michael passes on his way. 
To find you one year older. 



So now we know that angels are. 
And oft to earth are given. 

To prove that 'mid the skies afar 
There lies an angel's heaven. 



God grant you then the angel's strength. 
The angel's snow-white pinion, 

The angel's heaven your home at length, 
And love's most sure dominion! 



Festival of St. Michael 

and All Angels, 1883. 
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THE ALABASTER BOX. 

When I am dead, some heart, perchance, unlocks 
Its fragrance sealed in alabaster box; 
And tears flow freely, and the clouds arise 
Of incense wafted to our memories. 
When I am dead, and lie in death's dark room, 
Strange hands may scatter flowers on my tomb. 
And lips, which breathed no words of comfort here. 
May speak endearing words above my bier; 
Some heart, whose love for me had not been told. 
May break in silence when my heart is cold. 



'Tis best, while heart is warm, and listening ear 
Can grasp the meaning of the words we hear ? 
While life and health enfold us in their thrall. 
And distant yet remains the funeral pall, 
While bright there bums the heart's most fervid 

glow. 
To love our friends, and then to tell them so! 



1901. 
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FRANCIS PRATT. 

I met a little boy one day, 

His name was Francis Pratt, 

Whose wide blue eyes were like the skies, 
What do you think of that? 



To this young friend to-day I send 
This little Christmas greeting, 

And hope that we, (that's I and he). 
Will not forget this meeting. 



When Christmas blessings come to all, 
To this one and to that, 

I pray that many, great and small, 
May come to Francis Pratt. 



Christmas Eve, 1908. 
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THE SONG OF THE ST. LAWRENCE. 

Oh, the Briton may boast of his sea-girded isle, 

And the Scotchman may boast of his highlands, 
And Erin, green-sodded, may calmly look on, 

And claim to be chief of these islands; 
But let them dispute, it is nothing to me, 

Let them show for each other abhorence. 
Their rivers are brooklets, their streams are all 
dry, 

Compared with the mighty St. Lawrence. 



The Severn's high hills or the green slopes of 
Shannon, 
May reflect in their rivers their glory; 
The Thames may sweep by with its barge-laden 
tide. 
Or the Tweed may tell border-land story; 
They may ripple and dance and make love to the 
rushes 
That skirt their gay shores with the willows. 
But none are more happy, more welcome than I, 
When I mix with old ocean's blue billows. 



They may sing of the Rhine with its castles moss- 
covered. 
And boast of its beauties entrancing, 
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Of Danube's blue waters, where Austrian troops 
On the banks of the river are prancing; 

But what are their beauties compared with all 
mine. 
They seem like a ruin and wreck. 

They lack the bold outline, the dignified front. 
Of my own martial city, Quebec. 



The Hudson may boast of its scenery grand, 

The Amazon boast of its waters, 
The Ganges, its sacred and all-hallowed stream, 

Where they drown half their Indian daughters; 
But I rival the richest, the fairest of these, 

Mississippi, or sweet Susquehanna, 
When I change my brown sides for a deep-colored 
green. 

Or fling out my bright Autumn banner. 



When the Frost-King makes ready his trappings 
snow-white. 

And has harnessed them on to my back, 
I take my proud burden and bear him along. 

Securely enthroned on the pack; 
He gathers his reins and together we race, 

A-down the broad bed of the river; 
Oh, tell me what stream half so merry as I, 

Is it Tagus, or quaint Guadalquiver ? 
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BESS. 



In the ^ringtime of life I weaved sonnets 



To Fftnfl y and Gladys and Sue, 
But never ha^e penned any verses 

My dear little sweetheart to you. 
Their memories now are forgotten, 

With Doris and Laura and Jess, 
For the name which my heart now envelops 

Is the name of . Perhaps you can guess! 



Oh! the days when that spring-time was fragrant 

With jasmine and myrtle and rose. 
When the song-birds made vibrant the meadows. 

And the warm summer brought its repose; 
When in each leafy copse on the mountain. 

Or in each shady nook on the hill, 
The mating-birds paired and then nested. 

And simg their antiphonal trill. 



In the days when my heart foimd its freedom 

And flitted from flower to flower, 
When love was a mere passing fancy 

Which lasted perhaps for an hour; 
When ^feasted mine eyes on the vision 

Of May and pimctilious Prue, 
Somehow there was just a conviction 

Someday I should run across you! 
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Dear love! in the unexplored haven 

Of a heart that had not found its rest, 
In its inmost recess and seclusion, 

Hidden deep in a true, loyal breast, 
You will find, if you look very closely. 

The secret which God sent to bless; 
Dear heart, you alone may look in it. 

And find there her name. Can you guoss? 



King's College, 1883. 




/ 
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SYLVIA AND LAVINIA. 

With silent lips and footsteps soft, 
Up they strayed to the gallery loft. 



Up the tower-stairs higher and higher. 

Of the old gray church with its old gray spire. 



After the priest had read the prayers, 
And had mounted up the pulpit stairs. 



Two little flaxen heads, side by side. 
Nestled together in friendly pride. 



While down below, in the family pew, 
Their elders slumbered and sleepier grew. 



For the day was hot and the sermon long. 
And drowsiness gathered over the throng. 



But Mischief up to the gallery came, 
And called each little girl by name. 
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And soon sweet Sylvia snickered a-glee. 
While Layinia laughed out merrily. 



And though they pretended they only coughed, 
People stared up at the gallery loft. 



And saw them vainly struggle to stay 

The giggles from giggling forth that day. 



For what so hard as to keep one's face 
Sedate and still in a sacred place, 



When meddlesome Mischief merrily digs 
And pokes you repeatedly under the ribs? 



So the little girls giggled and giggled sore. 
And then they giggled and giggled more. 



And the gallery loft soon shook with the wiggles 
Which came from their insuppressible giggles. 



Mischief! Surely thine is the sin. 

When little ones wiggle and giggle and grin. 



And who so sinless to fiold them wrong. 
When a child's sweet laugh is the world's glad 
song? 
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For as all glanced up at those merry elves, 
Some)iow or other they smiled themselves. 



The sermon closed. From the pulpit croft 
The rector glanced at the gallery loft. 



The worshippers wondered, waiting to see 
What he would say to the gallery, 



And to those merry witches whom he had seen 
Through the whole long sermon, with Mischief 
between. 



Of anger or censure they saw no trace, 
But a kindly look spread over his face. 



And these were his words, as the desk he gripped 
And folded away his manuscript: 



" Take heed ye offend not the little ones given 
By God. For of such is the Kingdom of Heaven, 
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September 13, l&ll. 
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TO MARGARET. 

Child of the Sunny South, merry and light-hearted 

ever, 
Scattering favors about you, witty and bright and 

clever. 
Stately as Caesar's queen, smiling when sadness 

oppresses, 
Meeting with love the love given, meeting caress 

with caresses. 



Early you left the old hearthstone to take up new 
duties of life. 

The freedom and gladness of girlhood for the pro- 
blems of mother and wife; 

Bravely you faced every duty, bravely you met 
every care, 

Glad of the duty that beckoned, eager each burden 
to share. 



The door of the old home opens whene'er to its 

threshold you come. 
For the old love ever abides there and for you it 

will always be home; 
You still bring your sweetness and sunshine as 

you did long before you were wed. 
So come and come often, dear daughter, and bring 

Billy and Betty and Ned. 
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TO DOROTHY. 

Dear daughter Dorothy, the dews of morn, 

That drench with diamond-sparkle trees and 
grass, 

Smiling a dainty welcome as you pass. 
Glad for the hour your pathway to adorn, 
As if for that sole honour they were born, 

Are scarcely daintier than you, fair lass ! 

And he who knows not this, alas! alas! 
Of how much joy has his poor life been shorn! 



As each one sings your praise I now begin 

To wonder which adoring one shall win. 

And wrest from you, of course on bended knee. 
The hand and heart you guard so carefully. 

To prophecy the name who dares? Not I! 

It may be George or Judy, Henry or Si ! 
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TO MY DAUGHTER BARBARA. 

Once a poet wrote some rhymes, 
Sweet as silver-pealing chimes. 
And the burden of his singing was your name, 
Barbara ! 
And he flung his rhythmic song 
Hills and valleys all along. 
Home the breezes bore its echoes all the same, 
Barbara ! 



Oh! your name like bells a-ringing. 
Kept the poet-songster singing. 
Through the lanes and through the meadows o'er 
the lea, 

Barbara ! 
Till the gentle, bending willows 
Whispered, as they kissed the billows. 
The name the poet sang of to the curious, listening 
sea, 

Barbara ! 



And though the singing poet 
Loved your name, (do you not know it?) 
So your name is sweetest music to a thousand 
more than me, 
Barbara ! 
For though all the world is singing. 
And its merry bells are ringing, 
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They echo but the music of your happy, mirthful 
glee, 

Barbara! 



Keep your merry heart a-singing, 
While your mirthful mood is bringing 
Sweeter joyousness than poet ever knew, 
Barbara ! 
For the simshine you are giving 
Adds a thousand joys to living. 
And you'll do it just so long as you are you, 
Barbara! 



August 6, 1911. 
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TO WALTER. 

I wish I had my boy again, 

The chap that climbed upon my knee, 
Who never felt an ache or pain, 

But brought his little woes to me! 



I wish I saw his sparkling eyes 

Flashing his soul's most inmost thought. 
As when I read to his surprise 

How David and Goliath fought! 



I wish I felt his clasping arms 
Twined once again about my neck. 

As when, aroused by strange alarms, 
I guided him from wrong and wreck. 



But now that manhood's drawing near. 
And he is taller now than I, 

His self-made course he seems to steer. 
And never asks me how or why! 



Dear boy, if you must have your way. 
And steer your course and map your plan, 

Remember how that day by day 
The boy is merging into man. 
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I eannot keep yon held in tether. 

Curb your freedom, break your wiU, 

Tis not the way to hold together 
The love that circles 'round you stilL 



But though your path takes now its lead, 
— And €rod alone knows of its end, — 
Remember that in every need. 
Your father is your surest friend. 



When moral laws are rent and riven. 
And innocence dies on its bed. 

Keep thou the laws which €rod has given. 
And hold erect an honoured head. 
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THE FATE OF THE FRESHMAN. 

The Freshman felt tired and ill at ease, 
So he laid aside his Thucydides. 



He thought it was time to get into bed , 

For his eyes were tired, and sleepy, and red. 



His lamp was dim, and his fire was low. 
And he moaned at the thought of his utter woe. 



But alas for the Freshman, the hours passed by, 
Yet they brought no sleep to his wearied eye. 



And many a time from his bed he'd bound, 
For he heard the juniors prowling around. 



But winsome sleep, night's loveliest maid, 
With his willing eye-lids toyed and played. 



And soon he was caught in her sweet embrace. 
And in dreams he wandered from place to place. 
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He dreamt of his home and hU sisters fair. 
Their rippling laugh, and their golden hair. 



He dreamt of his brothers away on the sea, 
And the prayers that they said at their mother's 
knee. 



He dreamt of his home by the side of the mill, 
And the gurgling brook that gurgles still. 



He dreamt of the lake near the village school. 
And the trout that leaped in its placid pool. 



He dreamt of his swing 'neath the old elm trees, 
And the funeral speech of Pericles. 



He dreamt till his brain got into a whirl. 
And — whisper it not — he dreamt of his girl. 



And while he was dreaming the jimiors came. 
In their hands was the bulls-eye's gleaming flame. 



And a voice was heard which uttered, " Jim, 
You toss him out while I hold the glim." 



And then there came a terrible shock, 
An^the old stone college was felt to rock. 
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And the seniors asked what the row was for, 
While Fiddle barked loud in the corridor. 



And the fiendish yell, and the scampering feet, 
Showed the juniors were making a safe retreat. 



The Freshman lay prone on his bed-room mats. 
Groping his way 'mid the old bed-slats. 



Next morn he tells the adventurous tale, 

To a crowd of his class-mates, startled and pale. 



For a Freshman's sorrow, a Freshman's care. 
Can only cease with the Freshman year. 



[Note: At King's College the second year men 
are called juniors and correspond to the sopho 
mores Of our American colleges.] 
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THE FERN-SONO. 

Queen thou art ot our forest home, 

PhjlliB, the mountain maid; 
Queen of the fell 
Where the fern-brakes dwell; 
Where flow'rets greet thee, 
And spring forth to meet thee, 
Tlie pale mountain- lily and sweet asphodel. 
At th; feet, fairest queen, 

Our treasures are laid. 
We love thee, adore thee, 
We how low before thee 

In glistening jewels of dew-drops arrayed. 



Fair Phyllis, our Queen, 
The mooubeam's bright sheen 
Which sweeps through the forest 
And lights up the glen, 

Can never compare 

With th; pale face so rare. 
As it greets us with laughter 

And smiles ever fair; 
When jou lave your white foot in t 

Ah, 'tis then 
We sing forth your praisea 

Again and again. 



Come list then this song of the feathery fern 

Which skirts the green sedge 
Of the rippling burn; 
Which we sing 'neath the pines 

That look up to the skies, 

While we, fairest queen, look into thine eyes. 

We love thee! 
We spread forth before thee, fair queen. 

On the side of the mountain 

This mantle of green. 
Step lightly or harshly we gladly will give 
The life of each fern that the Fern-Queen may live. 



When the breath of the morn shall perfume the 
dark vale, 

And Luna's chaste face 
In the far west shall pale; 
When the twittering birds shall 

Awaken the trees. 
And the pines shall bend low to 

The swing of the breeze; 
Then come forth fair Phyllis and show thy sweet 

face. 
And trip through the fern-fields with beauty and 

grace. 
Come dwell in our midst 

Fairest Phyllis, and learn 
The treasures of love 

In the song of the fern. 



Idyllwyld, San Jacinto Mountains, Cal., Sep- 
tember, 1902. 
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TRYST. 

Sweetheart! the stars are shining now. 
Like gems upon the night's dark brow. 

They lure us to our tryst. 
The moon, behind a fleeting cloud. 
Enwraps herself within a shroud 
Of moon-beam mist. 
Come quickly, love. 
Come forth, fair dove; 
Beneath night's pall 
The dew-drops fall ; 
The bright stars call 
To keep our tryst. 



Night's darkness veils our happy bower. 
Nor give we heed to passing hour. 

While lips are kissed 1 
glorious night! Thy sheltering shade 
Of silent dark were fitly made 
For lover's tryst! 
Stay with me, love, 
Nor seek to move. 
Dismiss your fear; 
No listening ear 
Dear heart, is near. 
To mar our tryst! 
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Beyond the hills the morning light 
Fast follows on the heels of night. 

Nor will desist 
Until the stars pale in the grey 
And dawn of still another day. 
To end our tryst! 
Haste home, my love. 
Fly swift, fair dove, 
O'er field and fell 
The matin hell 
Peals forth to tell 
How hrief our tryst! 



King's Coll^;e, 1883. 
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A MISERABLE SINNER. 

If 'tis a sin that I should love jon, dear, 
I fear that I shall have to keep on sinning 

To-day, to-morrow, and each coming year, 
Until your won heart pays for all its winning. 



If 'tis a blasphemy to teii with lips 

Endearing words which spring from out my 
heart, 
I shall blaspheme until the sun's eclipse 

Shall rend and tear eternal things apart! 



If 'tis a wrong that I have done to you, 

Because I've shown you, dear, my inmost soul, 

I cannot right this wrong; nor shall I sue 
For pardon while eternal ages roll. 



Keep silence then, sweetheart, for your behest 
Might curb and check my fierce desire of win- 
ning, 

And spoken words might stay my eager quest. 
And rob me of this mildest form of sinning. 

1884. 
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IF I WERE KING ! 

If I were king, sweetheart, if I were king, 
And you a peasant maid, whose glorious song 

You brought to me in tribute offering, 

To make my sad heart glad the whole day long, 

I should descend from off my kingly throne, 

And sit beside you, dear, your very own! 



If I were king, dear heart, the trappings gay 
Of all my kingdom I should gladly bring 

To lay them at your feet in bright array. 
And ask to be your love and not your king. 

All right to kingly fame I should dismiss 

If you would grant me, love, one single kiss. 



If I were king, dear love, the matchless splendour 
Of my dominion I should share with you. 

Content if I, by doing this, should render 
One-half the honour that is justly due 

To you, sweetheart; content just to be seen 

Beside the maid whom I should make my queen. 
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Dear heart, dear heart, e'en though I be no king, 
I dare look up into your face and say, 

I have no crown or diadem to bring. 

But heart and hand I offer you this day. 

Love's seat shall be our empire-throne serene. 

If I your king may be, and you my queen. 



1886. 
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LUSITANIA VICTRIX. 

{.Written when the Cunard liner Lusitania was 
smashing aU trans-oceanic records,] 

Harrow the sea, Lusitania! closer bring shore to 

shore ; 
Win back for England the pennant which proudly 

she flaunted of yore. 



Cleave through the waves of old ocean, speed on 

with white-foamed prow; 
The eyes of thy people are on thee, the nations are 

watching thee now. 



Nearer bring kindred to kindred, united in honour 

and fame. 
In friendship to-day fair Columbia whispeis 

Britannia's name. 



Xiinked in their progress unfettered, forge stronger 

the links of their love. 
Till enchained in a trustful affection forever in 

friendship they move. 
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Speed home, again, Lusitania, thine be the shuttle 

that weaves 
On the loom of the ocean the banner which nation 

from nation receives. 



The Union Jack at thy main-mast^ the Stars and 

Stripes at thy fore, 
Narrow the sea, Lusitania! closer bring shore to 

shore. 
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FAITH. 

Teach us, Lord, that every blessing 

Sent us by Thy gracious hand. 
Every gift of grace possessing, 

Every word of Thy command, 
Far outweighs the dreary shadows. 

Far outshines the darker things, 
For the strength of Gk>d abideth. 

While our weaknesses take wings. 
Keep us then from wild alarms. 

Beneath are Thine eternal arms! 
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AUSTRIA, 

[Written on the occasion of Attatria's encroach- 
ment upon the territories of Bosnia and Herze- 
govina.'\ 

Apostate Austria! thou draw'st the sword 
When nations weak confront thee! When the 

tide 
Strong surges at a new-born nation's side, 
Thou, pledged to truth, hast spumed thy plighted 

word! 
Hatred and hell thy perfidy hath stirred; 
And solemn treaty thou hast riven wide 
And shameless, as thy treacherous tongue hath 
lied 
To Him whose ear thy victim's plaint hath heard. 



Behind thee crouches one whose naked steel. 

Pledged to thy cursed cause, thou yet shalt feel; 
Whose mailM fist, in which thou trusted so. 
Shall clutch thee by the throat — thine ancient 
foe! 

Whose girding gyves thy dying eyes shall see 

Galling the marrow of thy liberty! 
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THE RED, RED ROSE. 

I plucked me a rose, 

A red, red rose, 
That grew in my lover's garden, 

Its petals were red 

As the blood Cain shed. 
Or a sin that had never sought pardon. 

I placed me the rose. 

The red, red rose. 
On the fair white breast of my lover, 

Her breast blushed red 

As the crimson head 
Of the poppies that grow mid the clover. 

I snatched me the rose. 

The red, red rose. 
From the pure white breast where I laid it. 

For it burned a blush 

And a crimson flush 
On a breast fair as God ever made it. 

I crushed me the rose. 

The red, red rose. 
In the dust where mine anger had thrown it, 

Till its red, red bloom. 

And its strange perfume. 
Fled far on the winds which had blown it. 
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My heart held a sin, 

A red, red sin. 
Which flamed in the soul that held it, 

And it begged to be laid 

On the breast of the maid 
Whose pure glance had stricken and felled it. 



I pluck't out the sin, 
The red, red sin. 

And flung it the wide seas over, 
Now my heart's sweet rest 
Is my pure maid's breast. 

And I am her white-rose lover. 
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THE MAJESTY OF THE LAW! 

[A five-year old hoy in CMfomia, little Johnny 
Eaaa, waa arrested and kept in a cell ail night 
because he had "stolen" a small spade. Be was 
found "with the goods on him,* digging voith all 
his might into a sandpUe near the scene of hia 
dreadful delinquency. He waa "released" the 
next day.l 



He stole a spade this care-free lad, 

This five-year-old with the wide blue eyes. 
So they thought he had wholly gone to the bad, 

And locked him in jail as a precedent, wise. 



From home he had strayed in quest of play. 
Spending the hours with gladsome mind, 

His heart as bright as the summer's day, 
Seeking the joys that a child should find. 



In his path was a spade! He knew not its worth, 
'Twas as free to him as the air he breathed. 

As the forest rill, as the flowers of earth. 

As the smiles which his own sweet countenance 
wreathed. 



101 



A plaything new he had found that day, 
A plaything new to his haby hands; 

Ye mothers, your hearts would have thrilled at 
the way 
He dug his spade in the heart of the sands ! 



But they called it theft, and named him a thief. 
This five-year-old with the wide blue eyes. 

And herded him in — it is past belief — 
With the drunkard and felon and teller of lies. 



And they say that the law with its majesty must 
Be ever upheld in each smallest part; 

Though innocence lies in prison dust, 
And broken and crushed is a mother's heart! 



Who stands condemned in the eyes of men. 
Such little robbers as five-year-old Haas is. 

Or the lights of the law who, with wisdom and ken. 
Have made of themselves such illustrious asses-T 
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TO BETTY. 

Sweet Betty, how I hate to leave you 
Even for one fleeting minute; 

Without you dear — FU not deceive you — 
Life loses half the charm that's in it. 



The golden locks which crown your head, 
You rest upon my arm, dear taddie; 

You name your own dear father " Ned," , 
But honor me with glorious " Daddy!" 



Pattering feet and dimpled smiles 
Hold me in relentless thrall. 

Besides a thousand other wiles, 

Too numerous to name them all. 



What e'er my work, what e'er my task, 
My duties, though a score may need me, 

I lay aside, if you but ask. 

For thus a little child doth lead me. 



If such your grace, your subtle strength. 
That you have lovers now a-plenty. 

What shall it be, sweetheart, at length. 
When you attain to one-and-twenty? 
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When swains in rivalry are taking 

Favors from yon, — pledges rather — 

Tis little time you'll have for making 
Love to old grey-haired grandfather. 



When childhood merges into prime. 
And I have sailed across my sea, 

The other shore will be sublime 

If you but sometimes think of me. 



V 
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DEAR LOVE — IF I! 

Dear love! If I could see your face to-night. 
All-glorious as dream of seraphim, 
Wreathed once again with sweetest smiles for 
him 

To whom your face is as a heavenly light, 
I'd raptly gaze till gazing eyes grew dim. 

And dazzling vision robbed me of my sight. 



Dear love! If I could speak to you to-night. 
Once more to tell the tale you love to hear, 
And with warm lips close to your listening ear. 

Could pour into your soul with all my might 
The yearnings of my heart, would you not share 

The love which opens Heaven to our sight? 



Dear love! If I could hear your voice to-night. 
Sweeter than tenderest tones of cherubim. 
Who sing above their praise-enraptured hymn, 

That voice, which speaks to me so oft of right. 
Would draw me nearer to the throne of Him 

Who curtains Heaven with His beams of light. 
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TO LOVE. 

To love and feel no brutal, quivering passion. 
To love like Christ in His own glorious fashion. 
To mete out daily sympathy, compassion. 
This is to love! 
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GOOD NIGHT! 

Grood night, dear heart, 

Good night! 
God give us dreams in slumbers 

Ever bright! 
God give us all the blessings 

We may crave; 
Your soul as white as snow: my heart 

More brave! 
God link our lives in endless love 

Most strong, 
With harmonies as sweet as 

Heaven's song! 
God make me, dear, more worthy 

Of your love. 
And make us one on earth. 

And heaven above. 
Forgive, dear heart, your wayward one 

Forgive ! 
And make me worthier by your side 

To live! 
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MY HEARTS IN ROME. 

My heart's in Rome! 
Fair Rome, where strong our human passion flows. 
Where art has reached her radiant repose, 
Where heroes fought and lovers ever true 
Gave tryst beneath her dome of molten blue! 

O hearts in Rome! 

My heart's in Rome! 
Ah me! how I have loathed her treachery, 
And scoffed at all her maddening witchery, 
And prophesied that soon her sun should set, 
And all her former splendors pale. And yet 

My heart's in Rome! 

My heart's in Rome! 
Where cowl&d monks, and nuns in sombre veils. 
Croon litanies in penitential wails; 
Where crucifix and cross and twinkling taper 
Stand side by side with flowers made of paper! 

And that's in Rome! 

My heart's in Rome! 
Although no Roman I. Nor you, fair Puritan, 
Who now perchance, within the Vatican, 
May hear the melodies of silvery bells 
Weaving their mystery of magic spells 

O'er hearts in Rome! 
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My heart's in Rome! 
For you are there, sweetheart. Serene you stand 
Enthralled with crimson Baedecker in hand, 
While I am far away in lonely plight! 
Dear love! Do you not understand to-night. 

My heart's in Rome? 



109 



{ 



/ 



ADORATIO INDUBITABILIS. 

Light of mine eyes thou art 

Sweetheart! ' 
These eyes of mine 
Scarce deign to shine 

But only in thy presence, dear; 
But then, ah then. 

When thou art near, 
In crowded hall or shady glen. 

Just glance and see within them, dear. 
Thine own fair face reflected there. 



Joy of my heart thou art 

Sweetheart! 
Pure radiant joy 
Without alloy 
Is mine when thou art near me, dear. 

No joy more sweet. 

Or bliss complete. 
Than when our lips in rapture meet; 
Than when in shadows of the night 
I kiss your brow so pure and white. 



Star of my life thou art 

Sweetheart 1 
A star so bright 
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Its rays of light 

Pierce to the center of my soul. 
And brighten e'en the darkest night. 

Star of my life! 

When bitter strife 
And sorrows o'er my pathway roll. 
Shine bright to cheer, to guide, control 1 



Saint of my shrine thou art 

Sweetheart ! 
Dear saint of mine. 
Within the shrine 

And sanctuary of my heart. 
Thou rulest there 
Unchallenged, dear! 

And by the sign 

Above that shrine 
On bended knee, 
I vow to thee, 

That I am thine. 

Sweet saint of mine! 



King's College, 1883. 
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ERNESTINE — MY QUEEN! 

Ernestine, 

My queen! 
How IVe watched your merry gambols on the 
green, 
As in childhood's happy hours 
We roamed the woodland bowers, 
Weaving garlands gay of flowers; 
How I loved to look and gaase upon your coimten- 
ance serene. 
Sweet Ernestine, 

My queen! 

Ernestine, 

My queen! 
No more a maid, but lady staid, with stately step 
and mien. 
With eyes of azure blue, 
like Heaven's serenest hue. 
So melting, tender, true. 
Beaming forth their rapturous glances with loving 
trust I ween. 
Sweet Ernestine, 

My queen! 

Ernestine, 

My queen! 
Though not a boy I still enjoy a gambol on the 
green, 
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For I cast restraint aside, 
And forget your haughty pride. 
And now sitting by your side 
I ask your sweet consent to be — you know well 
what I mean. 
Sweet Ernestine, 

My queen! 



King's College, 1880. 
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LUX CRUCIS. 

The grey mists of morn in the valley are lying, 
The hill-tops are bright in the sun's golden 
sheen, 

The leaves of the forest are drooping and dying. 
And nature's bereft of her mantle of green. 



The cross on yon church-tower gilt with a 
splendour, 

Reflecting the rays of a bright morning sun. 
Invites the poor weary one meekly to render 

The homage of man to the Crucified One. 



The morning's bright promise may bring yet a 
sorrow. 
And eyes may be dimmed by the loss of the 
brave, 
And hearts that beat fondly, nor heeding to-mor- 
row, 
May soon be at peace in the gloom of the grave. 



What though in the valley the mists Inay be lying, 
And deep be the shadows, and heavy the loss; 

On the hill-tops above is no sorrow nor sighing. 
The sun's golden light is revealed on the Cross. 
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THE PEALING OF THE COLLEGE BELL 

When the merry little lecture bell doth peal. 
How it brings each anxious student 

Woe or weal! 
How its quivering echoes fall upon each laggard 
student's ear. 
As he passes 
To his classes, 
'Mid the hurry, din, and scurry of the first and 
second year. 



How I love to hear its noble matin peal. 

Noble peal! 
As its fitful echoes sweetly, softly steal 
To awake each slumbering chap. 
From his morning's precious nap, 
To trip along the corridor 'mid cold that would 

congeal 
The fastest blood that ever flowed through veins 
of Arctic seal! 
How we rustle, 
And we bustle, 
And with towel, comb, and brush, we have 

A momentary tussle. 
Ere within the sacred portals at the altar-steps 
we kneel. 
How I love to hear its noble matin peal ! 
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How I hate to hear its horrid lecture peal! 

Horrid peal! 
How from the eye of lecturer myself would I 

conceal, 
For my mind is in a turmoil, and my brain is in a 

reel. 
And my boots have not been blackened, and my 
slippers 
Minus heel! 
And my lectures are not half prepared; how 
wretched do I feel! 
And I promise to be better. 
Breaking every slavish fetter. 
To the stem professor's plaintive, sad appeal ! 



How I love to hear its welcome dinner peal! 

Welcome peal! 
What longing memories of the past its clanging 
tones reveal! 

How we jostle and we joke. 

At eacli other fim we poke, 
Our spirits all elated ere we hear the final stroke 
Of its peal! 

And the pudding's resurrection, 

Kaises quite an insurrection. 
For a junior upward turns his nose, and mutters 

"What a meal!" 
While Kaba with his dext'rous hands manipulates 

the steel! 
How I love to hear its welcome dinner peal! 
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How I love to hear its solemn vesper peal! 

Solemn peal! 
How sweetly through the balmy air its hallowed 
echoes steal! 
And we leave the noise and riot, 
Seeking peace and holy qniet, 
'Ere in the chapel once again adoringly we kneel 
And high we raise our notes of praise, our spirits 

loud appeal, 
For the blessings of the white-robed priest oui 
Saviour's blessings seal! 
How my soul, my inward ear. 
Is thrilled with rapture, when I hear 
The blessing-breathing, solemn vesper peal! 



King's College, 1882. 
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DRIFTING APART. 

Drifting apart? No, no, sweetheart! 

Though the tide recedes and the listed barge 
Rests on its side by the ocean's marge. 

With rushing glee will the shimmering sea 
Landward turn till it laps the side 
Of the sand-bound boat; till its surging tid<i 

Kocks on its breast, like a precious charge. 
The vessel that rides on its bosom free. 



Drifting apart? Ah, fair sweetheart, 
No boat can sail beyond its sea, 
No more can I drift apart from thee. 

But clinging close to your heaving breast, 

While the salt spray splashes with merry 
glee, 

Together we sail to the isles of the west. 

To the haven where lingers no fierce unrest. 
On the boat which takes us to Arcady. 
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TO GERARDUS SMITH. 

I value much the friendship that reveals 
Itself in deeds, and not in words alone; 

The friendship which, in silence, ever deals 
Its gifts unasked, its bounties all unknown. 



I value much the love that always brings 
And offers of itself without a price; 

Whose sacrifices are its offerings. 

And whose high offering is its sacrifice. 



So may the blessings, which you daily shower. 
Like Hermon's dews distill in gentle rain; 

Enrich, as sacred trust, your generous dower. 
And bring their many blessings back again. 



My prayer for you: Long life, good health, a hand 
Though always open filled with boimteous store; 

And when at last you hear God's last command. 
His friendship, love, and gifts forevermore. 



1911. 
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TO HINDSDILL PARSONS. 

When Gabriel blows his trumpet on that day 
That mountains melt and earth shall pass away, 
And Abraham Lincoln standing there with you 
Shall pass before the trumpeter's full view, 
Methinks it will be somewhat hard for Gabe 
To tell which one is Hinsdill, which is Abe! 



{The remarkable likeness of HinsdiU Parsons to 
Abraham Lincoln is my apology for the above,} 
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TO JAMES H. CALLANAN. 

Beneath the pew in which you sit, 
They say that Walter Butler's buried! 

In such a fix, across the Styx 

I wonder who his soul has ferried! 



That there the murderous Tory lies 
Is fact historic, none can doubt it; 

So Dr. Bates most clearly states; 
Now, Jim, what will you do about it? 



And yet we know what weight you show 
Within the borders of your town, 

So lest he rise with murderous eyes. 
Sit tightly, Jim, and hold him down. 



And so the ages yet unborn 

Shall sing your fame in song and story; 
How ages gone you sat upon 

A Revolutionary Tory. 
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TO MISS ELEANOR CHARLOTTE 
ALLEN, DAUGHTER OF MR. 
HENRY ALLEN, THE WELL- 
KNOWN CRICKETER 

Welcome among us, young lady, welcome, you dear 

little soul! 
Although you are not yet a bowler, keep close to 

the flowing bowl; 
You are just beginning your innings, you've just 

got into the game, 
But if you're at all like your daddy, you'll stay 

by it just the same. 



Here's to your health, little girlie, your health 

in all kinds of weather; 
Take with a firm hand the willow, and get a good 

grip of the leather; 
Perhaps in the years that are coming when yoor 

head is as high as the wicket, 
A brother or two may be with you to teach you 

the good game of cricket. 



July 29, 1908. 
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TO T. LOW BARHYDT. 

Low! you should be the happiest of men. 
Surrounded by the many friends who love you, 

Living beside this graceful forest glen. 
Where skies of peace shine ever blue above you. 



Here, where the ancient Mohawk brightly gleams 
With silver thread through valley, dale and hill ; 

So sweet the place, to me it really seems 
That Paradise remains among us still. 



When woodland dove each to his mate is calling, 
And night creeps on, you gaze into the star- 
height, 

And in the dusk, when evening shades are falling, 
You softly steal your arm 'round Mrs. Barhydt. 



Ah! friend of mine, may many years be yours 
Of just such joy as you are having now, 

May Heaven send you many peaceful hours, 
This is our wish for you to-day, friend Low! 



[Written on the occasion of a memorable gather- 
ing of the Hearth Club,^ 
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USEFULNESS. 

Kemember this: No lives are lived in vain 
If by their strength they soothe some sufferer's 
pain. 



No throbbing heart shall ever vainly beat. 
That casts itself in love at Jesus' feet. 



No hands have vainly wrought in wearying toil. 
Which sowed the seeds of love in barren soil. 



No lips have vainly moved in hallowed song, 
Whose sweetness touched the sinful, hardened 
throng. 



No spoken word has ever lost its place, 
Which left a smile on someone's saddened face. 



Your life, your heart, your hands, your lips, your 

song, 
God needs them all! Use them the whole day long I 
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